Serpentine 


Author: sugercandy 
Bands: Guns N Roses 
Characters: Izzy Stradlin 
Relationships: V/A 
Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Fri Jun 26 2015 07:03:48 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


One 


Author's Notes: 
This isn't true, all fictional. | like the stories about Axl searching for Izzy in LA. for months and then finding 


him, it seems like so much yearning, in a way. 


My eyes widened. This was California, bright unrelenting sun, bright unrelenting smog. I'd escaped everything, 
the tyranny of Indiana, the small town minds, the small winding roads, the grass and the cornfields. I'd found 
my way out into a new maze of poverty and heroin, but it was mine. The guitar in the corner was mine. The 


stripper who let me stay with her was mine. 


"Izzy," Axl stood in front of me. He was skinny and dirty. | could see the grease in his hair. When I'd left Indiana 
his hair barely touched his shoulders, now it was long and hung down his back. | blinked at him. What was he 
doing here? 


"Axl," | said, staring. | couldn't help it. He still looked like a girl despite the dirt, the line of dirt under his long 
nails, the grime on his neck, the dust on his jeans and his cowboy boots. He looked like such a hick it was 


embarrassing. | looked cool, like | always looked. | looked like | lived on the stylish streets of New York City, and 


it had nothing to do with money or knowledge. It was just me. Axl could never look cool. 


We were in a room | rented. There was a fan propped in the window, a needle on a wooden chair next to a 


spoon. Yellow leather pants hung over the footboard of the bed. Axl took it all in with one glance. 


"What are you doing here?" | said. Last | had heard he was in jail in Indiana, and the way his behavior had been 
before | left | thought he'd stay there. 


"| was looking for you," he said, and he didn't have to answer the real question because | knew the answer. He 
was here to start a band just like me. | felt him encroaching on me already, just standing in the doorway. Axl 


had a way of taking over. 


"You found me," | said 


| had enough for a few tacos from one of the trucks that sold them at the side of the road. It was nice to 
get out of that hot, dead air room for a while. Before Axl showed up | hadn't really been doing that great, | 
had to admit. | was selling just enough smack to keep up my own habit, so | was regularly getting kicked out of 
these shit rooms. Sometimes | slept on the street, curled up with my guitar. Still, this was better than Indiana, 
or at least it was a different misery. But Axl seemed to bring Indiana with him, it was in the flat way he said 


his vowels, it was in his eyes. 


"So me and Danny hitchhiked to New York, and we end up in this scary part of town, crumbling buildings, 
graffiti, you know," Axl said, eating his taco like he hadn't eaten in a week. Maybe he hadn't. He looked so much 
skinnier than when | left him on the edge of that park back in Lafayette. | could see his collarbones under his 
thin T-shirt. | could see the sharp line of his jaw. 


"And there's this old black man there, and he sees us with our backpacks and like a dollar between us, and he 
says, in this perfect New York City voice, man, if you could've heard him, he says, ‘You know where you arel 

You're in the jungle, baby! You're gonna die! Axl laughs and | smile. That black guy pretty much summed it up. 
"Sounds like a cool line in a song, man," | said, and Axl's eyes get a distant, faraway look. 


| thought you were in jail,” | said. It was night and cooler, we were back in my shit box room, the fan 


circulating the cool air. 


"Yeah, | was," Axl said, scowling. He was lying on the bed and | was sitting next to him, lightly brushing the long 
strands of hair out of his eyes. In Indiana, at night, we used to do stuff we'd never talk about in the day. 


"How'd you get out?" | said, leaning over and kissing his forehead, and then his cheek. He shifted his weight. 


"They threw the case out, it was bullshit, man," he said, the scowl and the anger deepening. Could | have 
honestly forgotten about his anger? That all encompassing storm that could overtake you, out of nowhere? 


"Oh, yeah?" | said, and maybe | didn't sound like | believed him. I'd seen the things he did back then, back there. 
The people he hit out of nowhere, the property he destroyed. Every time he was arrested was a direct result 


of his rage. 
| leaned in to kiss him, to taste him, the salt and the sweetness of his sweat. 


"I had to leave Indiana, man, they wanted to charge me as a habitual criminal," he said, pushing up on his 


elbows. | tugged on his earlobe with my teeth. 
"What's that?" | said, trailing my hand down his chest to his stomach. His ribs stuck out like a little alley cat's. 


‘It's like, you're always doing criminal shit, and they can put you away for 20 years," Axl was about 20 now, 


and | added it up. They wanted to lock him up until he was 40. 
"So you can never go back?" | said, lifting his shirt, tracing his ribs. 


"| don't think so," he said, and he rolled over toward me, putting his arms around me and he pulled me close, 


his tongue snaking its way into my mouth. | closed my eyes and surrendered, like | always have. 


Two 


The day was clear and hot, like everyday. It was a desert. The ocean shimmered on every horizon. | needed 
heroin My mouth was dry like cotton, my tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth. Was there any left? Did | 
save some for the all important morning fix? | had to climb over Axl to get to the dresser with the chipping 
wood and the peeling paint, to the top drawer that held the works and the precious, precious heroin. Smack. 


Dope. H. Horse. Junk. | knew all the names for my precious darling. 


There was some, twisted up in a dirty little plastic bag. There was just enough. | glanced over at Axl, he slept 
on his back, his breathing deep and even, his eyes moving beneath his translucent, pale eyelids. | saw the red 
gold of his eyelashes resting against his high cheekbones. Axl was so fucking beautiful. He could be a monster, 


but he was so beautiful, like a girl, almost like a girl. 


He didn't do heroin, or if he did it was recreational, he wasn't addicted. His biggest problem right now seemed 
to be hunger. Even if he was as much of a junkie as | was, | wouldn't share with him. Junkies were selfish. 


Ruthless. Heartless. Cold. | took my works and my junk and headed to the small bathroom in the hall. 


It was a ritual, this shooting up. It involved precious instruments and relics, precious artifacts. It involved steps 
to be followed precisely. I'd seen this Japanese tea ceremony on late night TV. once, and it reminded me of 
that. Careful hands steeping the tea, arranging the cups and saucers, pouring it in one steady stream. And | 
shot it all toward my waiting vein 


| didn't feel high, or even good. | had staved off misery, that was all | did. | came out of the bathroom and 
crossed the hall, the dirty grimy hall of plaster walls covered with ancient graffiti. In my little room Axl was 
waking up, sitting up, coughing, rubbing his eyes. He groped for a pack of cigarettes. | narrowed my eyes at 


him. His addictions were so innocent compared to mine. 
"Hi," | said, sounding for all the world like a normal, functioning human being. 


"Hey," he said, lighting his cigarette. | watched the smoke fill the small room, layers of gauzy gray crawling up 
to the ceiling. 


What would we do now? Now that we were both here in LA. and not in Lafayette? Would we both join bands 
and become rich and famous? Would we end up, through desperation and sheer proximity, would we end up in 
the same band? | couldn't really see beyond my next fix at this point, and with the comfort of the drug in my 


veins | realized | had to kick it. If anything was going to work out here at all, anything except death, | had to 
kick it. 


‘lm so hungry," he said, exhaling smoke and staring out the window. Maybe | had a few bucks left over and 


could buy him a cheap breakfast somewhere. | wasn't hungry. Heroin fulfills all your needs. 


He ate like someone just let out of prison. We were at the cheapest diner in the cheapest section of town, and 
you could get this heaping plate of breakfast shit, eggs and hash browns and toast and sausage, you could get 
it all for two bucks. 


| sat back and watched him devour it, one bite after another. He was out of money, clearly, and had been for 
some time before he found me. | smoked slowly and smirked in indulgence. It felt kind of nice to take care of 


someone for once instead of just destroying myself. 


"You're not eating?" he said, once he finally started to slow down, pausing between bites, pushing the food 


around, cutting the crust off the toast. 
"| ate already, before you woke up," | said, lying to protect myself, to keep me and the heroin safe. 


"| gotta get a job," he said, his look darkening. He was talking about the shit jobs that you did while you hoped 


real things would work out. 


"Yeah," | said, silently adding that | had to get a shit job, too. | had to stop dealing heroin. | had to get back on 
track. | flicked my ash into the little black ashtray and looked out the large glass window at all the cars in the 
parking lot, and beyond them, all the cars drifting by in the street. 


"What's new?" Duff said. Duff was my tall, punk rock neighbor from Seattle. He had short blue hair and was 


prone to wearing long black trench coats. It was quite a style. 


"My friend from Lafayette showed up last night," | said, and maybe Duff saw something in my look, because he 


gave me a fumy look 


"Is he staying with you?" Duff said, patting his blue hair, taking a strand and placing it across the center of his 
forehead. 


"Yeah, kind of. For now," | said, looking off toward the video store where he went to apply for a job. 


